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all my early wishes yet rooted there firmly, nay more firmly than
ever ? Yet what now remains for me, wretched that I am ? Ah!
whoever should have told me that the arms of my spirit, with
which I was grasping at infinity, and hoping with certainty to
clasp something great and glorious, would so soon be crushed and
smote in pieces; whoever should have told me this, would have
brought me to despair. And yet now, when judgment has been
passed against me; now when she, that was to be as my divinity
to guide me to my wishes, is gone forever, what remains but that
I yield up my soul to the bitterest woes ? 0 my brother! I will
not deceive you: in my secret purposes, she was as the hook on
which the ladder of my hopes was fixed: See ! With daring aim
the mounting adventurer hovers in the air; the iron breaks, and
he lies broken and dismembered on the earth. No, there is no
hope, no comfort for me more ! I will not," he cried out, spring-
ing to his feet, "leave a single fragment of these wretched papers
from the flames." He then seized one or two packets of them,
tore them up, and threw them into the fire. Werner endeavoured
to restrain him, but in vain. "Let me alone !" cried Wilhelm;
" what should these miserable leaves do here ? To me they give
neither pleasant recollections, nor pleasant hopes. Shall they re-
main behind to vex me to the end of my life? Shall they perhaps
one day serve the world for a jest, instead of awakening sympathy
and horror ? Woe to me ! my doom is woe ! Now I comprehend
the wailings of the poets, of the wretched whom necessity has
rendered wise. How long did I look upon myself as invulnerable
and invincible; and alas ! I am now made to see that a deep and
early sorrow can never heal, can never pass away; I feel that I
shall take it with me to my grave. No! not a day of my life shall
escape this anguish, which at last must crush me down; and her
image too shall stay with me, shall live and die with me, the image
of the worthless—0 my Mend ! if I must speak the feeling of my
heart,—the perhaps not altogether worthless ! Her situation, the
crookedness of her destiny, have a thousand times excused her in
my mind. I have been too cruel; you steeled me in your own
cold unrelenting harshness; you held my wavering senses captive,
and hindered me from doing for myself and her what I owed to
both. "Who knows to what a state I may have brought her; my
conscience by degrees presents to me, in all its heaviness, in what
helplessness, in what despair I may have left her. Was it not
possible that she might clear herself? Was it not possible? How

